BRIAN BEATTY 
COOPER RENNER 
KATHRYN RANTALA 


os Tripie No. 4 ae 


Triple No. 14 


Brian Beatty 
Cooper Renner 
Kathryn Rantala 


The Ravenna Triple Series 


Chapbooks as they were meant to be read— 
in 200d company. 


COPYRIGHT © Ravenna Press, 2021 
All rights reserved, reverting on publication to the 
individual authors 


ISBN: 978-1-7369169-7-1 


Published by Ravenna Press 


favennapress.com 


FIRST EDITION 


Magpies and Crows 
by Brian Beatty page 1 


Because of this Light 


by Cooper Renner page 37 
Systematica 

& 
Uncle Veikko 

by Kathryn Rantala page 71 


Acknowledgments ¢» Biographies 


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
in 2024 


https://archive.org/details/tripleno140000coop 


Brian Beatty 


Magpies and Crows 


Contents 


Railroad Dreams 
Mythography 

Stranger Days 

Boots 

The Walking Cure 

This Train 

Buried Alive 

Mary, Don’t You Weep 
Changing Seasons 

The Mid-Day Sun 

Lost 

Par Avion 

Good and Evil 

Bygones 

Wherever You Go, There You Are 
Folklore 

Boxcats 

Translating the Atlas 
Another Way to Pray 
Vampirism 

Day and Night 

Brown Corduroy Coat 
Making Sense of Silence 
Romance Is Dead 

Old Fashioned 

Quality of Light 

Out and Out 

Staring Back 

Finding His Way West into the Dark 
Wyoming 


Railroad Dreams 


The hobo, misunderstood, 
believes in hard work 
more than people know. 


He's laughed and cried. 
Takes great pride, afterwards, 
in any job well done. 


But when he finds himself 
due to circumstances 
needing to leave 


to make it from here 
to there on the yellowed map 
unfolded in his mind 


he weighs all 
the old employment options: 
good, bad, unqualified. 


It’s a dance 
he’s choreographed time 
and again 


as a cold freight train speeding 
the new direction he was hoping to go 
rocks him to sleep. 


Mythography 


The hobo’s tattoos 
tell a story that may 
or may not be true. 


He can’t remember 
where he discovered art 
turns the body blue. 


Stranger Days 


He always remembered towns 
where the barber went about his business 
without a lot of friendly conversation. 


He preferred places with just two or three chairs. 
Fewer mirrors. And ending with hot lather 
and a straight razor shave of his neck. 


When that was done he walked down unfamiliar streets 
nodding at local folks he didn’t know 


feeling like a new man: 


Boots 


There are barefoot children 
in the world far worse off 
than I am, realizes the hobo. 


Grown folks with histories, too. 


He’s followed their footprints in the dirt 
like so many stampedes of horses. 


The Walking Cure 


Nowhere particular to go 
but a clear understanding 
how he'll be getting there. 


This Train 


This small holler town below 
with its long, curved shadows 
might as well be Chicago 
minus its neon hum and glow. 


Tin voices rise up from the valley, 

but all he can hear with his eyes closed 
is this rushing river he understands 
could just be his blood. 


He makes up a song without words 
to keep himself edging along 

this high, swaying bridge span 
before it goes. 


Bunied Alive 


To keep up 
with the news 
of a world as 
distant to him 


now as the day 
he was born 


he removes 
his hat and 
presses an ear 
to the ground. 


Mary, Don’t You Weep 


A romantic in both 
the small r and big R senses 
of the word, she knew, 


but the hobo 1s a spiritualist, too, 
arriving at her door with flowers 
fresh from a cemetery 


ot church yard 
along the road into town. 
Roots and all. Again. 


It doesn’t have to be Sunday 
for him to play her love songs 
or gospel tunes on his banjo. 


Changing Seasons 


His own mother 
by long-distance telephone call 
compared him to a tree. 


Her unlikely choice 
of a nature metaphor sounded 
especially odd to him 


staring out of that glass box 
in front of that gas station 
in the middle of that nowhere. 


Before his eyes 
luminous parking lot lights 
were turning 


the world’s most familiar sights 
into something other. 


The Mid-Day Sun 
Every direction the hobo turns 
he sees the future before him. 


From the safe distance he’s sure 
to keep it resembles his fled past. 


He looks for signs of any kind, 
but no signs appear. Not so far. 


That, in its way, must be a sign. 
Yes, he’s read too many books. 


Visited all those glorious libraries 
in the end forgotten by the Carnegies 


of the world. Friends remind him 
to stay out of the mid-day sun. 


How easy it is to get burned 
is the first lesson the hobo learned. 


He knows everyone by nicknames 
given to them by their dreams. 


pst 


He gets a good look 
at himself in 
the thrift store window. 


Their display 
of mismatched furniture 
in various hues 


of worn velour 
and cracked leather 
beyond the glass 


is no doubt older 
than him avd worth more 
to the right customer. 


Somebody somewhere, 
he prays, knows what it takes 
to repair the past. 


In every sense of the word, 
he’s ready to be found. 
Made new again somehow. 


The child’s bicycle 
missing its front wheel 
he doesn’t even see. 


Par Avion 


The yellowed postcards 
crumpled in his pockets 
advertise far, 
mysterious places 

he'll never see. 


He can’t picture 
himself flying. 


Many of these painted scenes 
date back to before the hobo 
was born. On the other side 
are canceled stamps worth 
mere pennies, then and now. 


When time or a life passes, 
he wonders, where does it arrive? 


Good and Evil 


Garden gnomes 

not even knee-high 
eyed him with suspicion 
everywhere he went, 
but a guy had to eat. 


He tried to take 

only what he needed 
and always took care 

to leave their homes 
just as he’d found them. 


He was well aware 

how they looked at him 
from down there. 
Knew beneath those 
red hats they thought 


worse than the worst, 
whispered jokes in 

that miniature language 

of theirs once he was gone. 
He wasn’t an evil man. 


Bygones 


Dogs he’d never seen before 
appeared at the hobo’s side 


tails wageing 
as they begged for scraps 
of whatever food 


he’d been able 
to scrape together 
for himself that day. 


He did the little he could 
for these new old friends. 
They understood. 


Just as quickly 
as they’d materialized 


they would be 


gone again. 


Wherever You Go, There You Are 


He imagines the prairie 

a universe contained 
miles in every direction 
by barbed wire tuned 

like the strings of a guitar. 


He imagines this hawk 
circling far above 

eyeing movement 1n 

the waist-high grasses below. 


He imagines himself 
that rabbit knowing though not 


understanding its curse. 


He imagines a sky blue 
as a uniform shirt sleeve. 


He imagines there’s wind. 


Folklore 


What corvids have 
gifted the hobo 


he’s unable 
to put into words. 


His coat pockets 
full of stones, 


feathers and 
shimmering trinkets 


tell only 
the beginning 


of his tale of woe. 
All the rest is forest, 


trees. His own 
throaty call 


is one long syllable 
of fret heard from here 


to as far as 
his good eye can see. 


Boxcars 


Men roll dice 
down an alley 
until sunrise 


when the morning light reveals 
what the hobo suspected: 


One pair’s been whittled 
and repainted sixes 
on every side. 


You bet a fight 


breaks out. 
He gets away 
with all his teeth 


and a handful of coins 


before local police show up. 


Translating the Atlas 


The hobo views life 
from the safe distance of the road. 


This perspective affords him 

both sun and shadows 

and reduces quick, convenient routes 
of escape to folk art. 


He knows the way out 
of everywhere he goes. 


Another Way to Pray 


In his travels 

the hobo made 
his way 

from town 

to town 

until he found 

a snake church 
down south 

with a congregation 
forsaken by 

its own unraveled 
faith in faith 
everyone’s 

bite scars 

all the miracle 

he needed 

to know 

there’s lonely 
then there’s lonely 


for God. 


Oddly comforting 
it was to know 
that wasn’t him. 
These weren’t 

his people. 


But this particular Sunday 
he followed them 

to their river, nearly. 

As their spirited hymns 
faded into the wind 

he disappeared 

into the trees 

believing his faith 

such as it was 

amounted to 

nothing more than 
common sense. 
Questions he can’t answer 
he chooses to leave 

to the journey. 


Vampirism 
The hobo can’t hear himself 


think over the rattle and roar 


of those trains he haunts 
arms crossed and eyes closed 


hanging in the cold dark like a bat. 
The noise is as comforting to him 


as that night he calls home 
even in the daylight. 


Day and Night 


He balances himself 
on train rails with the grace 
of a dancer yet 


still flattens pennies 
left there by kids. 


He’s traveled enough 
of the Midwest 


to know those sparks 


he throws into the air, 
though bright, are far from stars. 
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Brown Corduroy Coat 


Most nights he warms 
himself beside 


a fifty-five 
gallon drum of fire 


hiding in plain sight 
from his ghosts 


from the sirens 


no one else can hear. ~ 


Making Sense of Silence 


He drains the bottle, 


that last golden swig 
choking him speechless. 


Envies the empty glass, 


upon reflection, for its heft 
and clarity of purpose. 


Pockets it, quietly, 


no one noticing, because 
a weapon is a weapon. 


Romance Is Dead 
His blue eyes faded 
slowly to black, 


but for a moment 
during that transformation 


shimmered gold. 
Or so said his lover at the time. 


“I’m afraid they reminded me,” 


she told him, 


“of a toy bear 
I destroyed as a child.” 


Old Fashioned 


He stuffs 

his clothes 
with crumpled 
newspapers to 
keep out 

the weather, 


tells anyone 
listening about 
the many 
years he 

spent learning 
to levitate. 


That’s how 
he nourished 
his soul 
back then — 
which was 


his job. 


Still is. 
Nobody believes 
him now, 
but ask 
nicely and 
he’ll demonstrate. 
2g 


Quality of Light 


Fresh laundry 
pinned to 
backyard clotheslines 


as seduction: 


Many afternoons 
he’s wasted 
watching bedsheets 


air dry. 


Clean, white 
movie screens, 
that quality 

of light. 


He keeps 
discovering local 
women unaware 
anyone cares 


they’re making 
pulp novel 
time machines 
into homes. 


The hobo 

cares — enough 
to search 

out soap 


and brushes 

in towns 
unfamiliar even 
to themselves. 


Se) 


Out and Out 
The hobo leaves the weather 
to the weather. 


Exits rooms 
by windows as often as doors. 


Staring Back 

Fifty cents don’t get a fool 
anywhere these days. 

It won’t even buy a candy bar. 


So he takes a concrete nail to 
the coin, a tool called a graver. 


By the time the hobo’s done, 


that historic profile is no more 
than President Kennedy’s skull 


staring back through the past 


to before the invention of the automobile. 
Where his silver eyes once belonged 


he entrusted to the wrong savior. 


Finding His Way West into the Dark 


He stood at the edge 
of what the map said 


was once a buffalo jump 


as the last sign 
of sun disappeared 


below the horizon. 


W yomung 


In Wyoming 
one time 
he rose 


a simple tent 
beneath 
the northern lights, aka 


the aurora borealis. 


The next morning 
a laughing 
chorus 


of magpies 
and crows 
sent him on his way. 


Cooper Renner 


Because of this Light 


*From a poem by Robert Lax 
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Edwin Muir: “The Labyrinth” 
(Oulipo—poem constructed from the 2nd word of 
each line of Muir's poem “The Labyrinth’) 


I with swift meet 
ot the dead splashed 
the spirit 

intricate the bright sky 


and stared in 
had rest last and swept 

lovely have echoing run 
meet each and vacantly 


smooth 
undiscoverable 

on bird the sudden 
if soon tell the 


my need this place in could 
is once 
sitting down multitudes tiny 
on and all and they across in their all 


as easy syllables 
was now maze run 
in that these night woke 
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W.S. Merwin: “The Annunciation” 
(Oulipo—poem constructed from the 3rd word of 
each line of Merwin’s poem “The Annunciation”) 


not blacker bell stun not empty late stillness is 
young still think nothing move like edges you is 
coldness do summer heavy time ever sudden than 
and be be woman many she take thinking their 
secret stand and began sudden still are is the in way 
I and nothing have holding measure I stopped the 
now in understand darkness first bird comes my 
my upon cloud time greatness wings shadow 
beating light darkness*end for I hidden myself 
surely darkness was not darker whisper like shape 
like could I burning up flames like it darkness had 
not giving day like perfect things moving rushing 
emptiness fullness was and was the had all itself 
man I be the into things fullness like song and the 
I of it I it while not sound looked the lost sound in 
after time was was the same could had the word 
changed that had indeed your sound I could could 
light believe not way of there as place the 
emptiness besides place time in darkness their 
made were was had was I and be that emptiness 
how should that why and the there things the as 
for moved that in forgotten moved is that will I me 
shadows out darkness the its me will could that 
that weeds and again must cannot if if be the and 
one fall and forever the 
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Johannes Bobrowski: Weather S. ZONS 
(Oulipo—poems constructed using the 1st words from 
various lines of Bobrowski poems, titles corresponding 
10 titles of the sampled poems, some from his book 


Weather Signs.) 


Giinderode 


You 
bear 


a girl 


But we 
clearly 


proud 
high 
grasp 


goddess 


56 


Joseph Conrad 


Lines of light 


on white 
darkening 
actOss 
The Singing Swan 
prolonged 


following ice 


fallen 


sounds 
sung 


breathings 


Windmill 


I 
from shadowless 


stiff silent 
Ice 

daughters 
stay 

Village Road 
Gutleless 
soon flaming 
sky 


miraculous hoof 


there 


now 


Raver Poem 
Before the wall 
before horizon 
lifted 
weaponless 


ending cry 


The Hawk 


Under 
outside 


higher 


shadow 


The Memel 
Beyond 
beyond 
the 
the 
the 
roads 
drift 
young 


alone 


NOW 


The Daubas 
Above 
we 


darkened hearts 
red 


yellowing 


where 


Calls 


Above the woods 
without 


My one 


flown 
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Out 
deep 


God 
fall 


river 


The Call of the Quail 


before 
sound 


erected 


Dryad 
Birch 
let bark 


fall 


hear 
hear 
sing 


Tale 


Bright green darkness 


eyeless 

I 
unheard 
I 
without 


Deserted Township 
Black fences across 
who 


who 
came under 


lying 


Beachcomber 
Noon speaking 


I 
from the flits 


I 
what 
who 


how shall I 


silent 


Maickiewicy 


shining 
beneath 


across Curves 


taut under 


I say 


Midnight Village 


The other’s ashes 


Footsteps 
voices 


Saturn stirs 


only leaves 


Shadow Land 
Cold horny bones 
reaching 
darkness 
speaks 


leaves 


Bird’s Nest 


With Wings 
made voices above 


above 


abandoned 
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Systematica 


Architettura Umana: 
Materials 
Assumptions 
Duration 
Evaluation 
References 


Materials 

of cavities 
cranium is first 
viscera and all 


then the ache 
of roots 


preiterative greens 
commingling 


the plumbed 
the strange 
the temporary 


ai 


and in the nave 
the musculo-membranous tubes 


Assumptions 


entering left 
I thought the path 


near here 


Duration 


frosted everything 


* 


the heart 
raptor rat shrew 


the unassembling shades 


all knees and longing 
in the chapel of the still 


* 


the ligatures 
of things 


the patient settling of feathers 


* 


we rose 
and idled 
and in some way failed 


6 


distilled 


in some way 


* 
oh 


wake us 
come and wake us 


closed and closing 


wake and somehow 
wake us 


furtive in the corals 


Evaluation 

In the movie we left the trees and went into 
a house. 

The house did nothing, 

the trees did nothing; 

the vice of simple things. 


It was hot where we were. 


Some disinclination. 
Some holiness. 


The house did not care 
The trees did not care. 


It was lovely. 


References 
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Uncle Veikko 


Help me. 
Help me. 


There was one thought in Uncle Veikko’s 
mind, and he was thinking it over and over 
that day in his Finnish soldier uniform in 
1916. I don’t know how I heard him in 
2017. 


Whatever the camera was seeing, his 
head was full of immediate future. I don’t 
think he intended any thoughts specifically 
for me, but this one was everywhere in his 
mind and somehow I heard it. He was 
thinking a kind of selfie. Some philoso- 
phers think the world is a selfie; a construct 
we each make in union. I don’t know. He 
is not even my uncle, he is my mother’s 
uncle; her step-uncle at that. 


Help me. 
Help me. 


Maybe in that moment he was also 
thinking of his step-sister Hilma who ran 
away from Finland to Toronto to San 
Francisco then north to become my grand- 
mother. I can say this was the ultimate idea 
since all my direct relatives are gone. 
Someone could draw a horizontal line under 


my name. Kathryn. 


Pere Ms mareccitic sof an) only echild! 
explained in a way by my grandmother to 
my mother and later to me. 
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She pronounced Seattle, my grand- 
mother did, in a way that made a foreign 
country of it and of me, the chief resident. 


My construct of Uncle Veikko is as a 
good man. I usually think people are good. 
This is something like having an adven- 
turet’s mind since one must go some dis- 
tance to think so. I believe he was a good 
man with a good, probably tall, fine-boned 
wife with round wire-rimmed glasses. With 
later one, then another, good child. 


Whatever Uncle Veikko had to say to 
me he said in his selfie. 


No one is an island, but we all might be 
an archipelago. I would like to ask Uncle 
Veikko how an archipelago worked for him 
as a family. I wonder what is the minimum 
and upward limit of an archipelago; if there 
is only one or could any one part also 
belong to another. 
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My grandfather ran away from Finland 
to New York to San Francisco. Then he 
met Hilma and they moved north where 
they became no longer foreign. 


elk tai 


(a TET Sao image of N orth) 


My mother, of course, was the point; I 
don’t mean to gloss over that. But she 1s 
gone now and when I am gone too there 
will be no point whatsoever. 


Q? 


This is a selfie of an adventurer. 
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1 don’t know if I am what my mother 
had in mind as a construct. She had almost 
no relatives; or so she thought. There are a 
lot of secrets in an archipelago! 


She became an actress, my mother did, 
and in her seventh decade, a tap dancer. My 
own recent days are taken up with mailing 
packages from my place to other places. 
Today before mailing—it seems like just 
yesterday—I wrote out some address labels. 
I am not an adventurer. 


My mother gave me a first name that is 
a lot like the name of her father’s mother in 
the old foreign country family; and some- 
what like, lesser so, someone’s name in the 
old foreign non-Finnish side. There is a lot 
of vague distance in it. My mother’s old last 
mame seems to mark my location in the 
archipelago, so I use that name too. 


Uncle Veikko had an altogether dif- 
ferent last name. He stayed in the old 
foreign country which somehow, in the way 
of things, has become very new. I wonder 
if it would help him to hear I ran away from 
Edmonds to Astoria to Finland to mark my 
location. I wonder if he would mind that I 
have appropriated so much; if he would 
mind very much being my uncle. 
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